A Case Of You 


Author: londonbelow 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Mar 29 2007 00:31:50 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


A Case Of You 


Author's Notes: 
| used the Joni Mitchell song, A Case Of You, as inspiration, and there are a few lines quoted within the story 
itself. Do yourself a favor and get hold of the song; she\'s an incredible songwriter. 


They were supposed to be in Boston 


It had been a long tour so far, long enough that Izzy barely remembered what his house looked like, long 
enough that all the hotel rooms and all the women and all the venues had started to look the same. It was the 
sort of thing he hated, from one sterile place to another, nothing invested with any sort of personality or 
originality. He felt like a ghost drifting from place to imaginary place, all of it inspired by demons who believed 
in the vicious purgatory of uniformity. 


They'd been on their way north, asleep in the tour bus, when the shotgun report woke them all. He'd never 
heard grown men shriek like girls. The thought still made him smile a bit; the looks of abject terror on his 
bandmates’ faces as they poured out of the bus, clustering on the side of the road like a flock of bag ladies, 
had almost been worth the price of the tour. 


The driver told them it was the engine. There had been more, but Izzy's attention had wandered fairly quickly. 
The intricacies of bus repair didn’t particularly interest him, but the grassy slope a few feet out from the 
shoulder of the road did. Leaving Axl to yell at the hapless driver, lzzy'd climbed back on board, fetched out 
his guitar, and hiked the little hill. 


It was sort of like paradise, really. His fingers slipped a little on a peg and he grimaced at the sour twang that 
issued from his acoustic. The grass pricked and tickled his legs, partially bare in a pair of black, baggy shorts, 
and he watched with bemused interested as a ladybug trekked the monstrous wilderness of his knee before 
giving up and fluttering off to find a more hospitable roost. 


"That's good luck, you know," Axl offered from behind him. Izzy twisted at the waist, mildly surprised, and 
raised his eyebrows. "The ladybug. When they fly off of you, its good luck. You're supposed to make a wish." 


"I thought you didn't believe in wishes," Izzy answered. He patted the ground next to him and Axl sat. His hair 
shone like burnished copper in the setting sun, vivid against his pale face. Izzy licked his lower lip and went back 
to tuning the guitar. 


"| don't believe our bus is fucking broken down," came the answer. Izzy laughed. 
"Gave Adam hell?" 


"Who the fuck is Adam?" Axl plucked at the grass, crushing blades and leaves between his fingers and setting 
up a sharp, fresh scent. Izzy closed his eyes and shook his head, too pleased with his oasis to be annoyed. 


"The driver. Did you give him hell?" Axl snorted and shook his head, flung himself down on his back. Izzy 
glanced over and bit at the inside of his lip, eyes tracing the sliver of white that showed between Axl's shorts 
and the hem of his t-shirt. 


"Nah, it didn't seem worth the trouble. Duff said he saw you come up here, so | figured I'd better chase you 
down before you wandered off for good" His smile was teasing, but there was a sharpness in his eyes that let 


Izzy know he wasn't entirely joking. Izzy returned the smile, razor-edged himself, and began to pick out a simple 


tune. 


‘lm not going anywhere," he murmured, cocking his head to listen. The strings sounded sweeter out here, like 


the fresh air was doing them some good. 


"Yeah, | guess not." Axl propped himself up on his elbows and looked critically out at the expanse of rolling hills 
and pastures. It was green and gold as far as the eye could see, liberally dotted with trees, hedges, and erratic 
patches of wildflowers that looked as though a painter had spattered pink and blue, violet and yellow, and even 
a dot or two of orange onto the quiet landscape. The sun, sinking below the horizon, threw long shadows across 
parts of the tableau and lit others with a radiance that surprised Izzy. "No fucking where to go out here, is 
there? C'mon, come back to the bus. | think Slash is trying to get a poker game going.’ 


A grimace twisted Izzy's face before he could stop it, and he saw Axl take immediate offense. Any other time, 
he might have just quietly given in or scrambled to cover his tracks, but he was too worn out, too emotionally 


exhausted. 


"I think I'm just gonna stay here," he said instead, quiet. His fingers still traveled up and down the fretboard, 
aimlessly picking out notes and chords. It wasn't so much a song as it was a vague accompaniment to the 
cheeping, chirping, croaking cacophony that was beginning to spring up around him. "| need to be by myself for 


a while, okay?" 


‘Oh, so you want me to go?" Axl's neck stiffened and his jaw set. Izzy just closed his eyes and pretended not to 
see. He wasn't going to deal with a hissy fit tonight. He'd been tolerating, soothing, and ignoring them for 


months now. It was time to stop. 


"You were leaving anyway," he pointed out. His voice was low but it cut through Axl's anger and he didn't 
interrupt. "l'm sick of being on the bus, all right? I'm sick of being in hotel rooms and playing the same shit 
every night and smiling at this.. this fucking revolving lineup of kiss-asses and suck-ups who spew the same 
old shit every single night! | just want to sit out here and watch the fucking sun go down. Okay?" 


"Christ, okay," Axl answered in a sour voice. He flicked his hair over his shoulder, folded his arms across his 


chest. "You're such a fucking weirdo, Izzy, | swear to God" 


It was as much of a capitulation as he would get from Axl, so he shrugged his shoulders and went back to 
playing. His gaze flitted across the landscape, watching clouds, birds, trees, flowers bobbing and swaying in the 
wind. It was all thankfully, perfectly free of humanity and soothed somewhat the itch that had been building in 


the back of his mind. A smile twitched his lips. It was the sort of thing that hippies thought. Axl would be very 
disappointed in him if he knew. 


"Hey." Axl glanced over and waited for Izzy to respond. All he got was a quick arched eyebrow, which was 


clearly enough. "Why don't you play a real song?" 


There was something in his voice that gave Izzy pause, and he lifted his fingers from the strings to tilt his 
head and regard Axl narrowly. He sounded almost chill, like he was enjoying this time away from all the noise 
as much as Izzy was. Axl grinned a little under the scrutiny and rubbed the back of his neck. The creases 


beside his eyes seemed longer than usual, the curve of his lips more relaxed. 

"You gonna sing for me?" he challenged. Axl just nodded and leaned back, staring at the horizon. Izzy thought 
for a second, then bent over the guitar, picking out simple chords and notes, playing his way through the intro 
and looking up at Axl expectantly. 

"What the fuck is that?" 


"Joni Mitchell," Izzy answered, smiling wryly at himself. Hell, maybe he was a fucking hippie after all. "You don't 


know any Joni Mitchell, huh?" Axl rolled his eyes and flicked a handful of grass into Izzy's hair. "That's okay, I'l 
sing it." 

And he did, his voice rough on the lower notes, whispering on the high ones. He shouldn't have picked this song, 
should have just gone with something that Axl knew, but once he'd started playing it, the chorus got stuck in 
his head. Youre in my blood lke holy wine and all that. He couldn't help looking at Axl when he sang it, and the 
uncomfortable blush in Axl's cheeks proved that he wasn't as oblivious as he pretended to be. 

He hit the second chorus and it all fell apart. Love is touching souls, well, surely you've touched mine? Good god, 
what the fuck had he been thinking? His hands fell away from the neck of the guitar and he stood up, shaking 
his head, muttering under his breath. Fuck Christ, he was an idiot. He'd just wanted to be alone, not throw 
himself at Axl. So much for the rest of the tour. He'd be replaced by tomorrow, he was sure. 

"Sorry," he managed. He swung the guitar back so that it sat across his back. It was hard to look at Axl, but 
he forced his gaze up. Their eyes met and Izzy looked away after only a second. "I'm sorry. | forgot the rest. 


l'm just gonna go back." 


"You did not." Axl's voice stopped him mid-stride, and he twisted around slowly, heart hammering against his 
ribs. "You didn't fucking forget the song, you're just a pussy.” 


‘lm... what?" 
"You're a pussy!" Axl was on his feet now, too, hands planted on his hips. "You know the fucking song!" 
"No," Izzy lied, confused now. What the fuck was Axl playing at? 


"Part of you pours out of me in these lines from time to time." It took Izzy a second to realize that Axl was 


quoting the next line of the song at him and not just being a bastard. His temper flared. 


"You know the fucking song, too!" he accused, stalking back to where Axl stood. "You just wanted me to make 
an asshole out of myself, didn't you?" 


| was trying to fucking help!" Axl planted a hand on Izzy's chest, shoved him back a few paces. "You're so 


fucking emotionally stunted that you can't come on to me like a normal person!" 
"So you made me sing you a fucking Joni Mitchell song!?" 

"You picked the song!" 

"You didn't stop mel" 


"What was | supposed to say, Izzy?" Axl shoved him again, eyes blazing above a furiously contorted mouth. 
Izzy stood his ground this time and Axl bared his teeth, crowding close. "Oh no, don't sing that song, you might 


reveal your creepy crush on me and then we'd have to fight about it! How does that sound?" 


"You knew the fucking song! You let me sing it anyway!" Izzy ignored, for the moment, the fact that Axl was 
trying to call him on the sexual tension he'd been allowing to build up inside. The primary point here was that 


Axl had not only allowed him to make a shitheel out of himself, he'd more or less encouraged it. 
"Can | help it if you're a sentimental freak?" 


Izzy hit him before he quite realized what he was doing. His fist connected hard with Axl's jaw, snapping his 
face to the side and sending him reeling back a couple of steps. It wasn't really until his knuckles started to 
sting that Izzy connected the dots, and he immediately reached out, stepping close and gathering Axl up. 


‘Christ, I'm sorry," he whispered, prying Axl's hand away from his face. Already there was a bruise and the 
skin felt hot and swollen to the touch. "I didn't mean to.." 


"The fuck you didn't," Axl snapped, but there was no real rancor in his voice. He allowed himself to be led to a 
sunny patch of grass, where he collapsed like a stringless puppet. "And | probably deserved it. That doesn't 
change the fact that you're a fucking asshole, and a pussy.” 


"Axl, do we have to do this right now?" he murmured, turning Axl's head gently to the side. His fingers skated 
across the bruise again and he was ashamed to note that they trembled against Axl's porcelain skin. "Can't we 


just get you back to the bus and get some ice on this?" 


"What, and talk about it some other time?" Axl batted his hand away scornfully, eyes narrowed. "So you can 


fucking run and hide like you do with everything else?" 
"Axl, look--" 
"Would you just fucking kiss me already?" 


Izzy stared, shocked. It felt like all the words had been ripped straight out of his head, like all the air had been 
sucked out of his lungs. He couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't blink. The only thing that seemed to be 
working was his heart, and it thundered so hard that he was sure it would burst. The expression of disdainful 
irritation melted away from Axl's face, replaced first by pity, then by impatience. 


"Fine, I'll do it," he snapped. 

Izzy's mouth was dry as bone when Axl grabbed his face. His hands were numb and clumsy when their lips 
met. His legs had turned fully to water by the time Axl's tongue pushed past his lips, and when Axl's compact 
little hips settled against his lap, his prick swelled so suddenly that a muffled cry of pain pushed its way into 


Axl's mouth. 


It wasn't until Axl pulled back that Izzy's idiot hands remembered what to do. He reached up, hesitant, still not 


sure that this was really happening. Axl stared at him, eyes half-lidded, lips wet and red. His hands smoothed 
up the straight line of Axl's spine, pressing him gently closer, fingertips pressing against the base of his neck 
to draw him down for another kiss. 


This time, Izzy was prepared for it. His lips parted, his fingers grasped. He explored Axl's mouth with his 
tongue, tasting a sweet bitterness towards his throat, shocked at how warm and welcoming it was. God, to be 
able to wrap Axls long hair in his fingers, to guide that pretty little mouth forward, to push his prick past 
those swollen lips.. Izzy moaned as he nipped at Axl's lips, drawing all the blood to the surface. 


He sat back slowly, tongue darting out to catch the last traces of Axl's taste, and opened his eyes. Pinkness, 
high on perfect cheekbones. A brilliant fever in those bright eyes. Lips, half parted as though begging for 
more. Izzy shuddered and reached out, tracing Axl's jaw with his fingertip. A little smile settled on Axl's face, 
secretive and satisfied. Izzy decided to wipe it away. 


| want to fuck you," he whispered, leaning close so that the words gusted across Axl's ear. A high, desperate 
moan greeted the assertion, and Axl ground down against his lap, pushing his ass against Izzy's prick with an 


intensity that shocked him. 
"Yeah," Axl sighed, his arms coming up to wrap around Izzy's shoulders. "Yeah, okay... 


"Not here." Axl went stiff in his arms and pulled back, face twisting into a blacker expression than Izzy had 
ever seen before. "Later. In the hotel room, in a bed." Axl snorted. 


"What, you're not man enough to fuck me in the grass?" he demanded. Izzy, far from being surprised by the 
reaction, just smiled and stroked tendrils of red hair out of Axl's eyes. 


"Don't be stupid But they'll have the bus fixed soon, and | want to take my time with you." Izzy arched an 
eyebrow and almost laughed at the expression of dawning realization and smug pleasure on Axl's face. He 
relaxed against Izzy's hands once again, leaning close and nipping at his chin. 


"What about this, though?" His voice was a whining little purr that set Izzy's entire body on edge. Axl's hips 
twitched down, grinding against Izzy's aching prick, and when Izzy glanced down he saw that Axl's problem was 
as big as his own. "You're not gonna make me go back to the bus looking like this, are you?" 


Izzy thought for a second, then shook his head. No, he wasn't about to let Axl get away from him that easily. 
He didn't doubt that Axl wanted to fuck him, but he also knew from experience that Axl was notoriously fickle. 
He would damn well get something out of this while he had the opportunity. Axl owed it to him for making him 
look like an idiot. 


His fingers didn't shake at all as he reached down and flicked open the button on his shorts. Axl's eyes darted 
down, then back up, and fixed on Izzy with a hunger that bordered on insanity. Slowly, teasingly, Izzy lowered 
the zipper. Each raspy click of its teeth brought another fractional release of pressure, another sobbing moan 
from Axl, until finally it was done and his fingers slipped inside. 


Axl whimpered as he drew his prick out, his eyes wide and hungry, and Izzy bit his lower lip as he slipped his 
fingers lightly up and down the aching shaft. He watched Axl's face, watched the flickering play of emotion 
dance across his features. Lust and need, disgust, fear, and anger. He settled finally on vicious hunger, and his 
hand slid under the waistband of his own shorts. 


Izzy barely had time to moan at the flash of red, had just licked his lips at the sight of Axl's swollen prick, 
when Axl spat in his hand and leaned forward. There was a strange look in his eyes, one that Izzy couldn't quite 
place, so he didn't fight it when Axl's fingers wrapped tight around his prick, pushed it up against his own and 
held it there. It was a hideous tease; agonizing shivers of desire crawled up and down Izzy's spine, but he held 


still. Axl was clearly exorcising some demon. The conflicted look on his beautiful face was evidence enough of 


that. 


His hand moved slowly at first, stroking up and down, pushing their pricks together in a desperately painful, 
somehow humiliating grind. Izzy bit his lips and stared at Axl, and Axl turned his face away and hid behind a 
flood of red hair. His chest heaved and fluttered with every stroke, his hips bucked up with every squeeze. So 
slow, so fucking slow. Izzy could feel every pulse of blood that raced through his body, every nerve ending 
that lurked just beneath his skin His entire body trembled with pent up frustration and there sat Axl, polished 
to perfection by the fading sunlight, pushing himself forward harder and harder. 


Izzy felt like he was on fire, like he was dripping molten honey. The air was heavy with humidity, thick and all- 
encompassing. Axl moved like his limbs were weighed down by it, like he could find something in the desperate 
whine of Izzy's breathing if he just drew it out long enough. His fingers pressed and stroked, soft and long and 
just strong enough that Izzy didn't want to pull away. 


He tried to speak but Axl snarled. He tried to help but Axl shoved his hands away. There was nothing he could 
do, nothing he could say that would change Axls pace. The pleasure was beginning to border on pain, sparks of 
some intense sensation that Izzy couldn't name even if he experienced it for the rest of his life. He just gritted 


his teeth and pushed forward against Axl's hand and wondered what this was all about. 


And then Axl's hand twitched. A moan welled up in his throat. Izzy's eyes flew to his face and Axl stared at 
him for a moment, eyes wide with helpless need. His lips parted, tongue darting out to wet them as his hips 
slammed forward. Once, twice, and then his mouth formed a word. Just one, but it was enough. 


"| zzy." 


He came, then, harder than he ever had in his life. Harder than he had ever thought possible. His vision 
blurred then went white with the shock of his climax, his entire body convulsing as he spilled himself across 
Axl's wrist. There was a tight pain in his throat, and he realized that he was keening, and he stopped as 
abruptly as he'd started. Axl watched him, eyes heavy with a scornful sort of satisfaction, and when Izzy was 
done it was Axl who tucked his prick back into his pants and brushed the sweat-soaked hair back from his 


face. 


"Are you all right?" 
"Y-yes.." It took Izzy a moment to find his voice. Axl licked idly at his hand, nose wrinkling. "l. thank you." 


"Don't thank me," Axl answered, standing up and stretching. He looked loose-limbed, satisfied. Izzy envied his 


composure. "You still owe me an actual fucking.” 


| suppose | do.." 


There was a call from over the hill, irate voices raised in question Axl arched an eyebrow and glanced down at 


Izzy. "Guess they got the bus fixed Come on, we'll be late." 


Izzy waited until the last flash of red was lost behind the hill before he pulled himself to his feet and followed. 


